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The mighty fiend minded was, whereso he might,
To wind him about more widely away thence,
And flee fenwards; he found then the might of

his fingers
In the grip of the fierce one; sorry faring was

that

Which he, the harm-scather, had taken to Hart.
The warrior-hall dinn'd now;  unto  all  Danes

there waxed,

To the castle-abiders, to each of the keen ones,
To all earls, as an ale-dearth.    Now angry were

both
Of the fierce mighty warriors, far rang out the

hall-house;                                                    770

Then mickle the wonder it was that the wine-hall
Withstood the two war-deer, nor welter'd to earth
The fair earthly dwelling; but all fast was it

builded

Within and without with the banding of iron
By crafty thought smithy'd.    But there from the

sill bow'd

Fell many a mead-bench, by hearsay of mine,
With gold well adorned, where strove they the

wrothful.
Hereof never ween'd they, the wise of the Scyld-

ings,
That ever with might should any of men